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THE 


“\EGGY awoke in the Land of Dreams and found herself 
in a shady lane on one side of which was a high, closely 
clipped hedge, over which it was impossible for her to 
see, while on the other side hills and valleys stretched 
away into the distance, with never a house, or building 
of any kind, in sight. 

The sound of footsteps approaching from behind 
caused her to turn around, and she saw that a boy of 
apparently about her own age was running towards 
her, puffing and blowing as he came, and with his eyes, which were 
very large and prominent, bulging with excitement. 

“Phew!” he exclaimed, throwing himself down on the grass at 
her feet when he had reached her, “I won that time, anyhow, didn’t I>” 

““Won what >” inquired Peggy. 

““The race,” answered the boy. “We had a race to see who 
would get here first, and I won.” 
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Peggy looked about to see if any one else was in sight but could 
see no one. “Whom were you racing with?” she asked. 

“Myself, of course,” declared the boy, unexpectedly. “You see, 
I was trying to get to you while I was myself, and before I changed 
into somebody else.” 

“What do you mean?” inquired Peggy, thoroughly bewildered 
by this extraordinary statement. 

“Exactly what I say,” replied the boy. “I cannot be certain from 
one minute to another as.to whom or what I may become, in this ex- 
traordinary place. I’ve been about fifteen different people already. 
Just at present,” he added, diving down into the pocket of his jacket 
and bringing forth a neatly printed visiting card, which he handed to 
Peggy with a flourish, “that is who I am, but goodness only knows 
who I'll be a little later on.” 

On the card which he handed to Peggy, was printed the name, 
D. Zire. 

“Just call me ‘D,’”’ said the boy. “‘It’s short, and easy to remem- 
ber; I’ll be somebody else presently, so that it doesn’t matter in the 
least what you call me at the moment.’ 

“T wish you would explain,” requested Peggy, still greatly puz- 
zled. “I really don’t understand, in the least.” 

“Ever since I have been here,” declared the boy, “I have been 
changing from one person into another, and am liable to develop into 
anything—an animal, or an insect, or president of the United States, 
or a caterpillar, or a bluebird, or what not. It’s rather confusing, but 
intensely interesting, and most exciting. In fact, it’s the life,” he 
added, with a swagger. 

“Have you been here long>”’ asked Peggy. 

“Not so very long,”’ was the answer, “but I’ve been all sorts of 
shapes and sizes, and I was anxious to get to talk to you while | was 
about your own size. I was very tall and grown-up the last time.” 

Peggy was beginning to get so confused that she thought it would 
be wise to change the subject. 

‘Do you know what is behind this hedge?” she inquired. 

“Yes. That’s the Dreamland Florateria,” said the boy. 

“Florateria? What’s that, if you please? I’ve never heard the 
word before.” 

“It’s something between a dining room and a flower garden,” de- 
clared D. “That is to say, good things to eat grow there, instead of 
flowers.” 

“Fruit?” suggested Peggy. “Strawberries, and currants, and 
raspberries 


The boy shook his head. 
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“Chocolate eclairs, cream puffs, and ice cream cones,” he declared, 
impressively, ‘‘and salads, and sandwiches, and fruit pies, and cin- 
namon rolls.” - 

Peggy looked at him in amazement, partly because of the ex- 
traordinary things he was saying, but principally because he was 
rapidly altering in appearance before her very eyes. 

He had been rather a thin, slight boy, but was now visibly swell- 
ing out in every direction, while his eyes, which before were large and 
prominent, now became small and beadlike in appearance. 

Why are you looking at me so strangely?” asked the boy—for 
although he had changed so materially in appearance he was still a 
boy—“am I altering?” 

“Yes,” declared Peggy, “you look quite different, somehow.” 

The boy felt in his pocket and extracted another visiting card, 
which he glanced at rather anxiously. 

““H’m!” he said, after having studied it for a moment. “It ap- 
pears that I’m Happy Tite, now. That’s my new name. I always 
get a new name when I become somebody else, and they always put 
it on my card, so that I may know just who I am. It’s really rather 
considerate of them. You'd better call me ‘Happy’ from now on, 
instead of ‘D,’ and that'll be all right. Let’s see, what were we talk- 
ing about?” 

““You were telling me about the—er—florateria, I think you called 
it, on the other side of the hedge, you know,” reminded Peggy. 

“Oh! yes. Wouldn’t you like to go in and get a bite of something 
to eat? I begin to feel rather peckish myself. 

“The entrance is a little farther down the lane,” he added, getting 
up from the grass and leading the way. 

They presently came to an opening in the hedge, above which was 
an arch on which the following words were painted 


DREAMLAND FLORATERIA 
THE HELP-YOURSELF GARDEN 
(Watch Y our Step!) 


““Why does it say, “Watch your step’>”’ inquired Peggy, after 
reading this curious announcement with great interest. 

“*Because it’s very easy to go too far after you have got inside,” 
warned Happy, “and if you do go too far in, it’s most difficult to get 
out again. But come in, and you shall see for yourself just what sort 
of place it is;” and he led the way to the entrance of what turned out 
to be the most extraordinary garden that Peggy had ever even heard of. 


(To .be continued.) 


WEE WISDOM 


PRIL IS the month of rain, at least in many parts of the 
country. You have all heard that “April showers 
bring May flowers.”” While I have in mind to talk 
about something concerning water, I do not intend to 
talk about rain. I am going to let you find out about 
rain, all you can, for your own information. - 

Today I was thinking about the many trips we 
have taken—trips into the woods, into the air and into 
the ground—but we have never yet taken a trip under 

the ocean. Of course you who have been reading about our trips, and 
in this way going with us, know that we can take a trip under the water 
and not drown, or even get wet. 

Who knows the best place to go to learn as much as possible about 
what goes on, down under the ocean? We want some place where we 
can learn a lot in one short trip, because we cannot travel over the whole 
ocean bed to find out what we want to know. 

' Harold, you have traveled a good bit; suppose you tell us where 

you think would be the place to go. 

“Catalina Island, for there you can go out in glass bottomed boats 
and see just what it is like down under the sea.” 

You are right, Harold, for I have been there myself, and it is just 
the place for us to go. Now, every one of you get a map and find 
California. Now find Los Angeles, and then look out over the ocean 
a little way straight west, and there you will see Santa Catalina Island. 
Of course we are already there, for our interest has taken us there. 
That same interest will now take us down under the surface of the 
water; and we shall have a splendid walk through the submarine gar- 
dens, see what grows there, and what kind of fishes there are. 

The first glance rather bewilders one, because it is so different 
from the things we are used to seeing. There, away down under the 
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water, are the most interesting sorts of things. Here, for instance, is a 
very tall seaweed that reaches from the bottom of the ocean—only 
twenty to fifty feet deep in this particular locality—almost to the sur- 
face of the water. The weed is dark green and has large thick leaves. 
It is not like a tree, though so many of them together do look quite like 
a great forest down under the water. On looking at each plant care- 
fully, we see that it is more like a vine with only a comparatively small 
stem to which the very large and thick leaves are fastened. Then, too, 
there are some little round balls, now and then, growing.in among the 
leaves. These balls look quite like fruit of some kind. 

“But, Peter Pan, what makes this seaweed stand up in the water ? 
The stem bends readily and it looks as though it would easily sink down 
to the bottom.” 

It does look that way, and here we see the use of those little balls 
that we were talking about. They are for the purpose of floating the 
plant and keeping it upright in the water. Isn’t it wonderful how 
everything that grows has just what it needs to make it complete and 
to keep it where it. can best express all that it is! If this is true in 
nature, do we not feel sure that the same God that created these things, 
provided everything necessary for us when he created us? The dif- 
ference between the plants and us seems to be that we forget to use 
rightly the things that belong to us, while the plant uses everything 
just as it should. I suppose we shall learn some day, though, don’t 
you? 

Now, over here, there are little bunches of highly colored plants 
that look like moss, only they are in bigger bunches than the moss that 
we know about. And there are other plants that look like ferns, and 
many, many other odd and curious things. The color is one thing that 
seems so very interesting. One might naturally think that anything 
which grows away down under the water might not have lots of color 
in it, but down here there are red, pink, green, brown and some things 
that are quite blue. It all makes a very beautiful picture. 

At this particular place the bottom of the ocean is covered with 
very large and beautiful rocks, and even these rocks have considerable 
color in them. Among the rocks are lots of shells which are also beau- 
tiful and interesting—so many kinds that we could not begin to tell 
about them all here. 

More interesting than all these, though, are the fish that live down 
here among the plants, rocks, and shells. There are goldfish, silvery 
looking fish, blue colored fish, and they are big, too. Of course there 
are tiny ones the size of those we see in fish bowls in some homes, but 
there are also very large ones—so big we could not get them into a 


very large fish bowl. 
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What a happy life these fish live down there, among so many beau- 
tiful things and in such perfectly clear water! I am sure that most of 
us never would wish to catch a fish and spoil his wonderfully happy 
and free life, if we could just realize what it all means to him. At any 
rate, when we really see him at home and know what a perfectly beau- 
tiful home it is, we will at least be more considerate about taking him 
away from it all. 

And so, as we travel more and more, we find out how perfectly _ 
wonderful God’s creations are, and how he has made such complete 
provision for everything. When we think about it all, it should give us 
more faith that he will take care of us. 

Have you not heard people say they were just flooded with 
trouble? And others who have said they were swamped with so many 
things? Well, when they talk that way, or when you feel that you. 
are in “deep water,” as some folks say, just remember that the things 
under the water are as well taken care of as are the things on top of 
the water, in the air, or on the land. So when everything seems dark, 
and you do not know what to do, remember our trip to the bottom of 
the sea; remember that you were taken care of just as perfectly there 
as on the land; remember, too, that although things do seem dark, you 
are as safe as you are when you feel good and are conscious that 


everything is just as it should be. 


The Toucan. 


This funny bird lives in Brazil, 
One third of his length is made up ol bill, 
His pluma is bright, his feet are frail, 

And will you look at his curious tail! 
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HEN the mist had passed away, the travelers found 
themselves in a land of lilies—pure white lilies. And 
the clear blue light of Truth made the blossoms seem 
all the whiter. 

For a long time they stood in silence and looked. 
Then each Promie went softly to a lily, and putting an 
arm lovingly around it, bent his wee, pink ear to the 
flower. A\s they listened their faces became so radiant 
that Margaret thought they looked like lilies themselves. 

And blue lights gleamed beside their green ones. 

Timidly the earth child stepped up to what seemed the fairest lily 
of all, and putting her lips to the flower, she whispered low, 

“Dear lily, help a little Promise who has forgotten. Tell her why 
you are so pure and lovely, and teach her how to bloom.” 

With her ear close to the beautiful flower, Margaret listened. Her 
face became rapt, and a clear blue light sparkled on her breast. 

When the lily ceased speaking, Margaret kissed it. Then turning, 
she said, 

“IT know the secret, now, and it is as clear as the blue light itself. 

It is love. Love is the fairest flower in the Master’s garden. That is 

the secret of the lily’s guiding power. It lives just to give love and 

beauty to the world. And so, if I but truly love, I, too, shall bloom 
for the Master. — 
“And I have learned that love is a fountain within me, and that if 

I but give, this fountain will never run dry, for it is supplied by the 

Great Source of fountains. Atnd the most wonderful part of all is that 

the more I give the more | shall receive. 


““And, Mother Love, there’s a light more beautiful than all the 
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rest. It’s a royal light. It makes all the other lights shine brighter, 
but it far outshines them all. Is it the indigo light?” The child 
ceased speaking, and gazed eagerly at Mother Love. 

“No, dear, ’answered the gentle voice, “indigo is not light. It is 
the soft darkness that is shed over the Land of Silence, and it is here 
rps wee, small voice speaks within you—the voice of the Father of 

ights.”” 

Each Promie rose to his feet as Mother Love finished speaking, for 
they all longed to hear the Great Teacher’s voice. 

In silence, they journeyed on toward the beckoning darkness. 

Mother Love was holding a little red Promie in one arm, and a 
Promie that looked like a Harrison child in the other. Margaret felt 
a sudden desire to be there herself. 

“Push them away,” whispered a voice. “A red Promie has no 
right to take so much of Mother Love’s time, and those Pvaioen chil- 
dren have everything.” 

““No, do not push them away,” said a wondrous voice within her. 
“They are your brothers, Margaret—branches of the same Vine.” 
a Margaret knew that she had reached the longed-for Land of 

ilence. 

She sat very still, for she had asked the Great Father to tell her 
what the light of his kingdom was. ‘The lilies had told her that, if all 
the earth people would only remember that they were Promises, and 
would let this light shine, it would bring great happiness into the 
world; it would turn enemies into friends; all hate would be driven out, 
and every one would know that all are brothers. 

For a long time Margaret sat and listened. Suddenly she stretched 
forth her arms in an ecstasy of joy. “I have heard thy voice, dear 
Father of Love,” she cried, “and I’ll never, never forget.” 

Then there burst from her breast a light as beautiful as the star 
that guided the shepherds to the holy Baby Promise at Bethlehem, 
long, long ago. And the land was flooded with violet light. And 
violets—sweet, fragrant violets were everywhere. 

““We have reached the border,” cried the Promies. “We are 
near Father Love’s arms.” 

The Promies stood in happy groups, caressing one another. The 
little king Promie was hugging a red one. The little Harrison Promie 
had a black one in her arms. Margaret caught a brown Promie to her 
and held it closely. 

“Oh! I know the light,” she cried. “It’s the light of love. And 
it’s mine, it’s mine! I am entering the Land of Love.” 


The light became brighter and brighter. To Margaret’s dazzled 
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eyes, it seemed as though all the sparkling lights which she wore on her 
breast were mingling together in one brilliant ball of fire. 

“Close your eyes,” said the Great Father’s voice. ““When you 
open them you will be in the Land of Love. Bloom for me, little 
Promise. Make your lights shine, and wonderful things will happen.” 

Margaret obeyed, and when she opened her eyes she wept with 
disappointment. For she was lying in her own little bed at Mrs. 
Cary’s, and the sun was shining brightly in her face. 

(To be continued.) 
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BOBBY'S COMPLAINTS 


MiLprep G. CLARK 
“Oh! dear, how I do hate March and April! Nothing but rain, 


rain, rain, and wind, wind, wind, and gloomy weather!” cried an 
indignant Bobby, one dark day, during the first of March. 

Bobby was sitting on the front steps of the house where he lived. 

“T really wish,” said he, “that there were no such things as March 
and April. I’m tired of this weather. What’s it for, anyhow?” 

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” exclaimed a voice close by. 

Bobby looked up and saw an old man. “Who are you, and what 
do you want?” asked our little complainer. 

“T am Old Man March,” said the man. “What did you mean 
by saying you wished there were no such thing as March?” 

““Why—why—I mean that I like flowers and birds instead of 
rain and—” 

“Enough!” roared the old man. “I must take you to the land of 
Sunshine Makers.” 

“But I don’t want to go to—’’ Bobby began. But, lo and behold! 
there he was in the land of Sunshine Makers. 

“Don’t see much sunshine, here,” remarked the boy. 

“But listen to these people talk,”” commanded the old man. 

Bobby listened and heard a little sprite say, “Oh! I’m so glad 
that March is here. At the first of the month it is gloomy, but at the 
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last it is nice. It’s just like our hearts when we are troubled. First 
they are gloomy and sad; then when we go to the Good Spirit, our 
hearts become filled with the love of God and they are light and 
sunshiny.” 

Bobby listened with great interest. He turned to Old Man 
March and said, “I understand now.’ 

Old Man March thought he did, too, so he asked, ““Can you be 
bright and happy, now?” 

“Yes, sir,” said Bobby, with a smile that would win any one. 

So Bobby found himself again on his steps, but he jumped right 
up, and ran to tell Mother all about it. 

Mother understood, too, for she said, “You feel happy now, 
don’t you?” 

(Mildred’s address is 4410 South Sheridan, Tacoma, Wash.) 


HOW GOD CAN HELP LITTLE BOYS 
Daisy CowAN 


It was a bright, summer’s day, and all the children were home 
from school, excepting one. His name was Robert, and his mother 
knew that he was all right. By and by, when the clock struck five, she 
heard footsteps, the door opened, and in stepped Robert, with a sad 
looking face. His mother asked him what was wrong, and this is 
what he said: 

“Today we had some new sums, and because I| could not do them, 
the teacher scolded me and told me I was a silly boy. She went to 
all the boys and girls who could do them, but she wouldn’t come to 
us—the ones who couldn’t do them.” 

“Don’t worry,” his mother said, “just ask God to help you.” 

So next day Robert asked God to help him with his sums. 

““The teacher looks at my sums now,” he happily told his mother 
that night. 

The next day he told all the girls and boys to ask God to help 
them with their work, and, sure enough, they all knew how to do 
their sums after that. 

(Daisy’s address is, care of Jessie Dum: North Vancouver, B. 
C., Miss Philip’s Boarding School.) 


AN EVENING IN JUNE 
FLORENCE WAGER 


One evening as I was walking along a trail which wound in and 
out along a bluff of poplar trees, I was wondering about what I would 
like to have happen to me. Soon I grew tired of imagining lovely 
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things, and murmured wearily to myself, “Oh! bother! What is the * 


use? They will never come true, anyway.” 

I seemed to be very much alone with my thoughts. The deep 
violet blue sky was darkening fast, and the trees were murmuring, as 
they seemed to gather closer around me in the gloom, while the night 
birds sang sweetly in the trees. It was a lovely evening in June—just 
the time for fairies. I sat down and tried to imagine a fairy story, 
for the surroundings were very fit. It was so interesting and easy to 
believe in them there. 

A star blinked brightly at me. Then right in the middle of my 
story, I ceased thinking, and all of a sudden I saw a bright light. It 
was a miracle. The deep woods were gone and in their place were 
sunlit fields, with flowers of rainbow colorings growing contentedly 
here and there. It was indeed very mysterious. 

Then I saw a sweet little fairy coming toward me. Her hair was 
so like gold, and her face was so bright and kind and full of sunshine, 
that I thought she must be the fairy Joy; and I was right. 

“T will give you three wishes,” she said. ‘‘You will find what a 
wonderful thing your imagination is, if you will only use it now to good 
purpose, and have faith. But, wish for three things.” 

“T wish. to be full of understanding and love, like you, Fairy Joy, 
so that I can help others, and scatter sunshine,” I answered. 

“That is one wish,” Joy said. 

“T wish to play so well on the violin that my beautiful thoughts 
may be expressed in music; and | wish to be able to paint pictures of 
anything that I want to.” 

““Yes, there are three wishes,” said Fairy Joy, “and you will find 
that you can succeed in getting anything or in doing anything you like, 
if you but put your trust in the Lord and try? Your imagination will 
help you, too. Your three wishes, which I promised to grant and which 
seem like a miracle to you, you could have gotten yourself without 
my help, because I will not be here to say the word to bring your wishes 
true. Try to do it for yourself, now that you see the way.” 

So saying, Fairy Joy vanished, and I awoke to find the stars and 
moon bright in the heavens. But the dream left its impression, and 
Fairy Joy was right. 

(Florence’s home is in Togo, Saskatchewan, Canada. With her 
story she sent a letter saying, “I don’t wear my Booster pin all the 
time, because I haven’t done any really big thing to scatter sunshine, 
like forming a Booster Club. But I am doing all the little things I can, 
and I am trying to get up a Booster Club, too. I have read over your 


dear little magazine more than once. I’m so interested in “The Prom- 
ise Girl.” 
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THE GRUMBLERS 
ALICE JORGENSEN (age 11) 


Sometimes when the rain is dropping down, 
Over the village and the town, 

And soon fills every river and creek, 

Then some people say it makes them sick; 
Just as if they didn’t like the rain, 
And how it patters on the windowpane. 


Sometimes when the sun is shining down, 
Over the village and the town, 

¥ Then some people say it is too hot, 

¥ And keep on grumbling about their lot, 
7 As if they didn’t like the sun to shine, 

Be As if they didn’t think God’s works divine. 


Sometimes when the snowflakes fall down, 
Over the village and the town, 

Then some people say it is too cold, 

And, grumbling, add, they are getting old: 
As if they didn’t like the snow, 
As if God shouldn’t have it so. 


Some people no one can please, 
It is this kind—these 
Who grumble day and night. 
As if God, himself, didn’t do right. 
Maybe you will ask, ““Where do they live, where was their birth >”’ 
They live and grumble right here on this earth. 


Though sometimes we grumble and pout, 
There’s a sun in our hearts, if we let it out. 
- Though clouds be dark around your soul, do not fear, 
There is always a sunbeam near. 
And though it rains for many a day, 
Somewhere there is always a sun’s bright ray. 


(Alice Jorgensen, of Petaluma, Calif., Route 1, Box 187 B, in 
a little letter accompanying her poem, “The Grumblers,” said to 
Wee Wisdom, “I love you and your stories, but best of all I like the 
Wee's letters.’’) 
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THE MOUSE IN FAIRYLAND 
BiLLiE Louisa WyLbDE (Age 10. Story written two years ago) 


_ Once upon a time, Mr. Mouse took a trip to Fairyland. He did 
not go in a boat as you or I would do, but he rode on the back of a 
duck, for this was the only kind of boat he had. 

First, the duck came swimming down the pond to where Mr. 
Mouse stood. Mr. Mouse climbed onto his back and then gave him 
his fare. Guess what it was? Just a slice of bread. When Mr. 
Duck had taken his fare he began to paddle away down toward Fairy- 
land. When he reached there, the fairies were sitting around the table 
eating their dinner. 

When they saw Mr. Duck at the landing with Mr. Mouse on his 
back, they jumped up to greet Mr. Mouse and ask him to come and 
sit down with them. So he did. And, oh! all the delicious things they 
had! There were fruits, nuts, candy, and dates, but best of all, were 
the ice cream and cake. 

Then Mr. Mouse remembered that he had brought a present for 
the fairy queen, and for all of the other fairies, too. So he took from 
his bag a tiny golden ring, which was for the queen. Then he gave to 
each of the other fairies a tiny golden cup. 

All the fairies looked so happy that they almost forgot to say 
“Thank you,” to Mr. Mouse. 

Then the queen said, “What! not even thanking Mr. Mouse for 
the cups!” 

Then each of the fairies said, ““Thank you for the cup, Mr. 
Mouse.” 

Then he said, ““What do you think of my boat >” 

Then the fairies said, “O Mr. Duck, please excuse us! We 
were so glad to see Mr. Mouse that we forgot all about you. You 
must come and eat while we show Mr. Mouse around our land.” 

First the queen opened a large door which led into a dark hall. 
There they saw the queerest little people, hardly so big as your thumb. 
Some were driving in wee, wee wagons; some were walking and others 
were working; but queerest of all were their houses—they were made 
of large leaves. Mr. Mouse looked at them a long time. 


Then one of the fairies said, “Are you ready to go>?” 
“Yes,” said Mr. Mouse. 
Mr. Duck was waiting to take Mr. Mouse home again. 


Mr. Mouse always wanted to go back to Fairyland for another 
visit. 


| 
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THE STORY OF TWO LITTLE GIRLS 
CHARLOTTE L. Squiers (Age 9) 


In a pleasant village in the mountains of Colorado, lived two 
little girls, named Marie and Frances, who were chummy schoolmates. 
Marie had passed ten birthdays and Frances nine. Marie was kind, 
thoughtful, and ambitious. Frances was not like this. 

It was near Christmas, and Marie did many little things for her 
mother, neighbors, and friends, earning pennies, nickels and dimes, 
which she saved until she had three dollars. This gave her spending 
money. On Saturday, two weeks before Christmas, she went to the 
different shops to buy presents for friends and dear ones she loved. 
She also remembered several sick children with gifts to make them 
happy. She remembered her little dog, Trixie, and made her a blanket 
to keep her back warm. 

Marie had a glorious Christmas and received many presents, as 
you can guess. 

Frances had not earned any money and had none to spend. It 
is needless to say that she did not have as glorious a Christmas as 
Marie. She soon learned that to be happy she had to make others 
happy. | 


The jester, merriest of men, 
All dressed in bells and leather, 
Smiles on the little mouse that he 
Is tickling with a feather! 
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VLDA O. SHANKLIN 


On rainy day 
I like to stay 
Up in the hayloft, on the hay. 


The pigeons coo, 
The cattle moo, 
My kittens play, as kittens do. 


A mouse comes out 
And peers about; 
My kittens put it to a rout. 


I read my book 
In this high nook, 


And then I sit, and only look 


Out on the plain 
Where drifts the rain, 


Like some tall sower, sowing grain. 
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Spreads out in muddy overflow. 
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And ladies sweet 
In walled retreat,» 
Where stone and arrow vainly beat; 


Of 


Sy gray, 


Can come on day. 


But now at last 


D ed things, 
Of and kings, 
Scenes where the @lear-voiced minstrel sings ; 
le rain 1s pust. 
The low sym’s rays 
J. 
NING, 


Gone are the knights 
And dim rush lights ; 
The court melts into barnyard sights. 


The castles fade; 
The forest shade 


Becomes a marsh where bitterns wade. 


The ladies sweet, 
Where drops still beat, 
Behind the rainbow find retreat. © 


Such fancies gray, 
And fancies gay, 
Must journey on with rainy day. 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 


Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All repotts must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


Peter Pan Cap—A cap is given in return for the names of five new sub- 
scribers to Wee Wisdom. - These may be sent in at one time, or as soon as 
each is secured. 


Well, dear little Wees, last month Fran talked to you about Easter. 
This month she says that I shall do the talking. Last week Fran and | 
went out to the farm and stayed all night. In the morning we were awak- 
ened by the sweetest music! Right over our tent was a little oriole singing 
as though his throat would burst. He was answered by his mate in a 
near-by tree; then they flew off together, and a lovely robin came courting 
his mate. 

We dressed and took a walk down the creek to the waterfalls, where 
we sat down and listened to nature in her first awakening. The coat of 
last year’s leaves was still thick, but pushing up through its grey, peeped 
tiny violet leaves and spears of grass. ° 

Old Shep, the dog, who has been snooping about, scares a rabbit. 
See how the rabbit runs! Poor old Shep tries to catch him, but nature has 
given the rabbit speed as its protection, so Shep soon comes back, apolo- 
getic and tired. 

See that brown animal yonder! It’s a woodchuck. Now he sees 
Shep. My! How he scurries under the rocks! Nature has given him 
sharp claws, but he would rather hide than have trouble. 

All about us are many rocks and holes, hollow trees and piles of brush! 
These house a city of our wild friends who love the outdoors and are sleep- 
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ing until the warm Spring shall call them into life again. All nature is 
trembling on the brink of the awakening; and like a bud ready to burst 
into bloom, Spring and her children are on the threshold of life. 

How wonderfully Mother Nature, as the expression of God’s bounty, 
has designed all the myriad forms of plant and animal life to work in har- 
mony and love! We, his especially beloved children, should live in even 
greater harmony and love, for we know his laws and can work them with 
understanding. We know that “Love never faileth,” and that our affairs 
will be in Divine Order, if we will but trust in God to help us in working 
_ things out. 

The Unity Boosters are going to have a wild flower party soon, and 
I shall tell you about it next month. What kind of wild flowers do you 
have in your woods? We have shooting stars, Dutchman’s breeches, 
bloodroot, spring beauty, Jack-in-the-pulpit, columbine, and lots of ferns. 
Who can name the most wild flowers in his woods? RoyAL. 


Onslow, Jowa. 
Dear Wees—I am very much interested in Wee Wisdom. It is the 
only little folks’ magazine that I take. I have taken it for a year, and can 
hardly wait until the next copy comes to me. I am only twelve and am in 
the seventh grade. Since I have been taking Wee Wisdom, I have done 
lots better in my school lessons, and I think lots more of my teachers. [ let 
my little friends read my books. I like best the “Peter Pan” stories, “The 
Promise Girl,” and the Bible Lessons and Puzzle Page. This is the first 
time I have written you, but I have enjoyed all of the stories. I wish that 
some of you Wees would write to me. Are there any Wees around here? 
I want to go away to school, but I do not know that I can. Yours forever, 
Norma Norton. 
Norma, you must know that you can go away to school. Think all the 
t'me that your Christ is going before you and preparing the way. Any 
Wees who are near Norma should write her. It would be impossible for us 
to take the time to go through the files for the names of the Wees who live 
near another Wee, so the Wees must speak up for themselves. 


San Francisco, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have for quite a while been reading your stories, 
letters, poems, and trying my luck at your puzzles, but I am writing you 
for the first time. I want to join the Booster Club, and so does my sister, 
Patricia, and my best friend. My sister and I have a little club of our own, 
called “Little Helpers,” and we have much fun obeying the laws. Some 
of them are, “Help others all you can,” and “Do to others as you would 
have them do to you.” We also have some laws set for the coming year. 
One is, “Obey the Booster rules,” and there is this one also, “Try and do 
at least one good deed each day.” With love to all the Wees, your loving 

reader, Margaret Leary. 
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San Jose, Calif. 
Dear Boosters—I found a new way to save the Magic Pillows. I cut 
them out and paint them and put them in my scrap book. I would like to 
be a Booster. I am thirteen years old, and have been reading the letters 
which I enjoy very much. Yours truly, Julian Castillo. 
Julian’s desire to join the Booster Club makes him one of us. We are 
glad to welcome you, Julian. 
Brigham, Utah. 
Dear W ees—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I am going to ask you 
to help me to be a good speller, and do better work in arithmetic, also to 
have stronger kidneys. I am sending you a poem that I wrote for my lan- 
guage lesson. 
THE CARPENTER 
Saw, saw, goes my saw, 
Haw-haw, goes my merry laughter. 
Rap-a-tap-tap goes my hammer, 
Now I have finished the stair banister. 
I made this poem up, myself. Yours truly, Jack Billings. 


Hoboken, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lIt has been quite some time since I wrote you. 
You have been coming to me for about seven years, and I now am four- 
teen years old. A few weeks ago a friend of ours came to see us. She 
said that her mother was in the hospital and that she was very sick. The 
doctor had little hope for her. But my mother and I knew that God's 
child could not be sick and that night we both treated her. Last week I 
was told that her mother improved so wonderfully that the doctor could not 
believe it. Now she is perfectly well and happy. We think it is a won- 
derful demonstration. I wish some of the Boosters would write to me. 

Lovingly, Edna Taylor. 


Port Elizabeth, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—One night I was sitting alone thinking of some- 
thing that would help out the school children and show them the right way 
to live. The next day I disclosed my plan to my teacher and he heartily 
approved. So at 12:30, noon, I had all the little ones upstairs. I had them 
sing, “Jesus Loves Me,” and repeat the Lord’s Prayer. After that I gave 
them the lesson and asked questions. The majority of the children seemed 
to like it, so I kept it up. We elected a president and secretary, and the 
secretary called the roll and read the minutes. I had them sing another 
hymn, had another prayer, and dismissed them. We call the organization 
“The Live Wire Corner.” I like this kind of work and am planning to be 
an evangelist. I would be glad to hear from any one who is interested in 

this club. Yours truly, Emma Dickson. 


Scarsdale, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have just received the January magazine and 
I am overjoyed with it. As soon as it came, I read the back cover, on 
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which float the Magic Pillows. I love them. They are really worth while 
learning and trying to follow. I am a Wee, and I would very much like 
to correspond with some of the club members. I have resolved to be a 
worth while Wee, and I want you to accept me as a faithful member. I 
know that God’s love shines through me like sunbeams, and that his love 
shows in my words and actions. I love to shine, so I will try to almost turn 
into a light ray by being kind, loving, helpful and obedient. Your en- 
thusiastic Wee, Agnes Hyatt. 


Orland, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending a dollar so that you may visit me 
another year. I cannot get along without you. I am eleven years old, 
and have had Wee Wisdom most of those years. Mother has taken Unity 
and Weekly Unity since before I was born. Last year Mother wrote to 
Unity for help for me at school, for I was doing poor work, and after that 
I made such good grades that I did not have to take any examinations at 
all. I do love your stories, and want to be a good Wee. I'd like to write 
to some of the other little Wees, and I want to be a Booster. Will you 
print my letter, so some of the Club members will answer me? Yours 


with love, Edith Koons. 


Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You have helped me a lot in my school work, 
and I enjoy your stories. My auntie gave you to me when I returned 
from Florida. You have helped me in my French lessons. I can speak in 
French very plainly, now. I am giving three girls your address, today. 
Your loving Booster, Keane Miller. 


Fort Bragg, Calif. 
Dear ie, am a grown-up Wee, but we are all God’s children, 
big or little. I want to tell you, dear ones, how blessed you are in having 
such inspiring reading matter as Wee Wisdom gives you. I wish I might 
have had it when I was a child. I am trying to send Wee Wisdom to as 
many little ones as I can, and I know that you all are boosting the Truth, 
too, in the same way. Thank you for your dear little letters, so full of 

faith and love. Florence E. Hawson. 


Bayou La Batre, Ala. 
-Sweet W-ees—Well, here is the chatterbox again. I sometimes think 
you are so wonderful that I want to see you. God wants us to be sun- 
beams to shine for him each day. I try to help others as much as [| can. 
God uses us to make the sun shine, and my motto is, “Scatter sunshine 
where you go.” ‘There are a lot of children down here who are hunting 
for their real selves, and I try to tell them what is right. Please, Wees, 
pray for me that I may remember to wash my teeth every morning, and 
please, Wees, write me some letters. I am a little housekeeper for my 
papa, because my mamma is in Florida. Does any one know how to get 
pine pitch from a brown velvet coat, and tar from a sweater? I send 

all the love God gave me to you. Gunhild Jerberg. 
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Try alcohol on the coat. We want to commend Gunhild. Less than 
a year ago, it was difficult to read her letters. She had not had the oppor- 
tunity to study, as she was in the woods at a logging camp with her daddy. 
Since she has gone to town and to school, she has improved so rapidly 
that now she writes a letter of which any child of her age might be proud. 


Irvington, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have belonged to you a long time, but I have 
never written to you. I love you better than anything else. I love all 
your stories. I want to become a Booster, and I want a Booster pin. In 
the January Wee Wisdom, Dorathia Polaski of Henryetta, Okla., asked 
that the little Wees write to her, and make her happy. Well, Mother got 
a nice box, and we sent her apples, oranges, nuts, candy, a story book, 
and some prunes that my aunt from California sent me. Dear Wees, I 
have a cousin who is sick, so pray for her to get well. I do all the shop- 
ping for my mother, because she has rheumatism. I was eleven years old 
the 5th of March. I am going to try to be kind and loving, and to do a 
kind deed for everybody, so please send me my Booster pin as soon as 
possible. I want to show it to all the boys, and see if they will join the 
Booster Club. I would like it if some of the Wees would write to me. 
William Roeber. 


San Diego, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have started a Booster Club, but it is yet small. 
I teach my brother the Magic Pillows, and we both like them very much. 
My little brother is eight years old, but he cannot talk so that people can 
understand him. Will you please ask God to help him? My grandma 
had the “Prayer of Faith” framed for me, and it now hangs by my bed. 
It has helped me many times. I wish some of the Wees would write to 
me, for I just love to get letters. Lots of love to all the Boosters. Your 

faithful Wee, Josephine Carey. 
Josephine, dear, every time you look at your little brother say to your- 
self, ““God’s voice is speaking perfectly through you, his child.” Say it 
over and over, and you will notice that the words you have spoken will 
very soon bring the answer to your prayer, and that your brother will 

begin to speak plainly. 


Washington, D. C. 

Dear Royal and the Wees—I do so wish that you, Royal, would tell 
the editor to put in a sewing lesson for girls in each Wee Wisdom. I 
should enjoy it very much. I am going to make some pretty articles for 
my doll, and I know that every girl of my age wishes that we might have 
sewing lessons. Please pray, Royal, that I will not have to wear glasses, 
ever in my life. I have headaches sometimes, and every one thinks it is 
because of my eyes. I had them tested, and the oculist said I would have 
to wear rest glasses; but I said I was not going to, and I didn’t. One day 
a boy threw a stone and hit me on the eyelid, and that was the cause of 
the trouble, but do pray for me—all of you Wees—-that I won't have 
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ever to wear glasses. I also want a violin, and will you help me pray 
very hard for these two things? I want a Wee to write tome. Your true 
friend, Julia V. Cookman. 

Boost hard, Wees, for eyes are precious gifts. 

McCleren Best, of Jackson, St. Michael, Barbados, B. W. I., likes 
Wee Wisdom very much and is a Booster. He is also wearing the pin. 
The puzzles prove a bit hard for the lad. 

Rachel Mason, of Grinnell, Ia., enjoyed Wee Wisdom’s visits so much 
last year that she has asked her to come again each month this year. Rachel 
wrote a little Christmas verse for the Wees: 


It will soon be Christmas eve. 
That’s when Santa comes 
With his pack of toys 

For all good Wees to enjoy. 


Blanche Burg, of Tarkio, Mo., Route 4, in her first letter to Wee Wis- 
dom, says she likes the articles very much; she especially mentions the Pil- 
low verses and “Peter Pan.” Blanche joined the Booster Club this month. 

Harold Morse Pool, of Trinidad, Colo., 611% Arizona Ave., has re- 
ceived Wee Wisdom from his auntie for over a year, and he likes the pic- 
tures. As yet he likes playing out of doors better than listening to the stories, 
but his mamma is keeping all the magazines to read to him when he is a 
little older. A picture of the little fellow came with the letter, but there 
were so many little Wees who sent in their likenesses that it became im- 
possible to print them, so all had to be given up. 

Dorothy and Mary Eleanor Adams, of Enterprise, Miss., think they 
were lucky and. that they have a pretty fine grandpa, because he sent them 
Wee Wisdom for Christmas. They write that Wee Wisdom is certainly 
fine and ask that some of the Boosters write to them, or send them something 
to read, and they say they will respond. 

Margaret Townsend, of Kellerman, Ala., though but eight years old, 
enjoys Wee Wisdom’s visits so much that she not only is paying Wee’s 
traveling expenses to herself, but to two of her little friends. Margaret is 
also a new Booster Club member. 

Dorothy Haug, of Bridgeport, Conn., 546 Ogden St., writes Wee Wis- 
dom, “I like you very much. ‘Peter Pan,’ the Bible Lessons, and the 
Puzzle Page are my favorites among your articles.” Dorothy also tells of 
having been ill and adds, “How happy you feel when you get outside 
again. 

Luise Unfried, of Touchet, Wash., wants Leslie Swanson, of Los 
Angeles to write to her. Luise writes, “I love you, Wee Wisdom. I wish 
I could join your Booster Club. Please let me. There is no one within a 


mile of here.”” Her asking to join makes Luise a member of the Booster 
Club. 
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Pearl Hart, of Washington, IIl., wants some of the Wees to write her. 
She and her little brother are saving their money to pay Wee Wisdom’s 
traveling expenses for the next year, and to give the magazine to some of the 
other girls. Pearl reads all of Wee Wisdom’s articles in about an hour. 
To get a Peter Pan cap, you must send in the names of five new subscribers. 


Mrs. N. A. Clary, of Vallejo, Calif., 114 Carolina St., writes that she 
could not get along without every number of Wee Wisdom, because it is 
so valuable and such a blessing to her little daughter, Marjorie. Mrs. 
Clary says that they spend many happy hours with the magazine and they 
think it is a wonderful little paper. Marjorie wanted to be remembered to 


the Wees. 

Fanny B. Allen, of Harpursville, N. Y., says that there are but nine- 
teen children at her school. She is reading the Wee Wisdom stories and 
likes them very much. 

Herman Blackman, of Warren, Ohio, 501 East Market St., in telling 
Wee Wisdom what he likes about the magazine, mentions nearly every 
story and department. Herman repeats the “Prayer of Faith,” every night, 
and is teaching it to his playmates. He tells Wee Wisdom that she has 
helped more than he can tell, and he dearly loves her. Herman is one of 
the new Boosters and wants the members to write him, and he promises to 
answer the letters he receives. 

Ruth Power, of Mae, Wash., writes that she liked the Christmas num- 
ber very much and that she wishes Wee Wisdom great success in her good 
work. 


Margaret Wheeler, of Sand Coulee, Mont., writes, “I sure do enjoy 
Wee Wisdom. I like the Magic Pillows and “The Promise Girl.’ I do not 
know what I would do without Wee Wisdom.” Margaret sent the follow- 
ing little verse to the Wees: 


Emma Vanoni and Harriet L. Ells each sends us a story which we 
cannot use, because it is not made plain that God does all healing. Our 
Boosters are learning to trust their bodies to the dear heavenly Father, 
who heals us and keeps us well, and our young authors should remember 
that they can help all their readers by sending stories that tell of true healing 
through the Spirit of God. 


HOW SOME BOOSTERS ARE BEING HELPED 


Dexter, Ga.—I am writing you to let you know how much good you 
have done for me. My tooth is well and it has not ached since I wrote you. 
I know that it will not ache any more, if I will do my duty—M. D. 


Dialville, Texas—I wrote you a letter about three weeks ago for the 
removal of the eczema and it has disappeared. I thank you very much. I 
- will try to help you some day.—E. S. 


WEE WISDOM 


We all love the light. It blots out the shadow which we call 
darkness, and makes us able to see the beautiful things which are 
about us. 

The light of the sun brings out the loveliness of the earth; the light 
of moon and stars makes the sky a wonder field at night; the light of 
electricity or lamps in our homes is very comforting when the long 
nights of winter keep us indoors. By it we read and play games; the 
cold darkness vanishes, and cheerfulness and comfort take its place. 

The light of sun, moon, stars, and lamps, is not all the light there 
is. There is one Light, a great and never fading Light. The lights of 
which we have been speaking are forms of that Light, and we may call 
them the small lights. 

The great and never fading Light does not shine in quite the same 
way that the small lights do. It is really a light within us. The sun, 
moon, stars, and lamps cannot send their light everywhere. They 
make us to see objects with our eyes. But the great Light is as clear 
and steady in one place as it is in another. It makes us to see things 
with our minds. 

The more we have of the great Light, the happier are we, by both 
day and night. It drives away the darkness called evil. No shadow 
of sickness, no suffering or sorrow can be where it shines. It drives 
away the shadow called ignorance. It fills our minds and our lives 
with understanding and intelligence. 

The more of the great Light we have, the more good we can do in 
the world. Jesus Christ tells us that we are to let our light shine. By 
this he means that our knowledge of God within us, our love and our 
faith, must be sent to others, all the time, everywhere. When we do 
send out love and faith, we become more and more a part of the great 
and never fading Light. Then it shines more and more brightly for 
us, and one by one the shadows are swept out of our lives. 

We can increase the Light within us by thinking about it, using it 
and affirming its clearness in our lives. This is a good thought for us: 

The light of God’s mind makes my life clear and happy. 

We can use the same thought for others, in this way: 
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The light of God’s mind makes your life clear and happy. 
QUESTIONS ON LIGHT 

Why do we all love the light? 

What does the great and never fading Light do for us? 

What did Jesus Christ say about our light? What did he mean? 

Give a good thought on this subject. 


THE DRAGON AND THE TREASURE BOX 
ANN RogE-ANDERSON 


(|) APA KING called Mamma King the queen mother. 
P He called his little boy and girl the prince and princess, 
but their real names were Harry and Mary King. 
The queen mother and the prince and princess called 
Papa King, his majesty, so you see the Kings were a 
royal family. 

One morning the little princess awoke very early, 
and jumping out of bed, ran to the window. “Oh! 
dear,”’ she moaned, “‘isn’t that old rain just too mean? 
Now his majesty can’t take us to the farm to see Grandma, as he 
promised.” 

The prince tumbled out of bed and dressed slowly, grumbling the 
while at the rain; and when he was dressed, instead of going quietly 
. down the stairs, he stamped all the way. 

All through breakfast the royal children were cross, and after- 
ward they did not want to help the queen mother with the work. The 
prince pressed his warm little nose flat on the window pane and sighed, 

“T wish I were a really, truly prince, and then I could fight big 
dragons.” 

“‘And if I were a really truly princess,” his sister said, “I'd have 
a treasure box, and scatter gifts of precious stones to everybody.” 

““Y ou don’t have to be really trulies, to do those things,”’ the queen 
mother said, and smiled. “There are terrible dragons for my prince 
to fight; and my princess has a treasure box as wonderful as any in the 
whole world, out of which she can bring most precious gifts.” 

““Where is the box >” the princess asked. “And the dragons?” the 
prince quickly added. 

“Inside, here,” the queen mother answered, and laid a hand on 
each curly head. “Every day you can conquer some kind of dragon, 
my prince. Today the dragon that has entered your castle has two 
ugly heads—crossness and discontent. If you desire, you can drive 
him out with the bright sword of cheerfulness. 


““You, my princess, can open your treasure box with the golden 
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key of obedience, and when you have turned this shining key in the 
rusty lock of disobedience, the heavy lid of selfishness will fly back and 
you will give freely to all, gifts more wonderful than precious stones, 
for your treasure box is filled with loving thoughts, kind deeds, and 
good words.” 

“Oh—e!” the princess exclaimed, “‘it sounds just like playing 
games.” 

“Suppose, then,” the queen mother said, “‘that you play the game 
of “The Dragon and the Treasure Box.’ ” 

The prince at once proudly drew his sword of cheerfulness and 
shouted, “Forward, march! out to the wood pile and back with an 
armful of wood!” 

The little princess tried a number of times before the golden key 
of obedience turned easily in the rusty lock of disobedience. But the 
queen mother helped her, and it was not long before the heavy lid of 
selfishness was lifted, and the precious gifts that had been hidden— 
loving thoughts, kind deeds, and good words—were scattered all about. 

Suddenly a motor horn sounded, and the royal children ran to 
the window, shouting, “Oh! there’s his majesty!” 

“Is the royal family ready to go out to the farm?” Papa King 
called. 

““We’ve been having such fun,” they laughingly said, “that we 
didn’t know the rain had stopped sending its message down to the 
seeds, telling them to come up and see what a beautiful world this is.” . 

The princess ran to get the queen mother’s hat and coat, calling 
the while, “I’m going to take Grandma just heaps of gifts from my 
treasure box. Won't she be surprised >”’ 

“I’m going to take my good ol’ sword of cheerfulness along with 
me, and any ol’ dragon that tries to get into my castle would better look 
out,” the young prince declared, and shouted, “Forward, march!” 


MAKING OURSELVES KNOWN 
- Jesus Christ has said that the works which we do, the kind of 


lives which we live, tell the world just what sort of people we are. It 
has always been thought that the Master was speaking to grown-ups 
when he gave this lesson. But he must have meant all of us, from the 
largest man or woman, down to the weest of the Wees. Solomon, the 
wise man, tells us something of this kind, too, but he especially men- 
tioned the little folks. He says, ““Even a child maketh himself known 
by his doings.”” This means that each time in which we demonstrate 
— we make ourselves known as children of God, who is Love.— 
DITOR. 
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OPERA 


E. TAYLOR 


All the birds were busily preparing themselves for the opera 
season. As you know, the opera season usually comes in the winter; 
but this one comes in the early spring. 


Mr. Thrush was trying his voice on all the runs and trills he could 
think of, while the birds in the canary chorus were taking their baths 
in a nearby spring. Mrs. Robin was having her tail feathers brushed, 
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and Mr. Blue Jay was having a terrible fuss with his reflection in a 
watering pond. Modest Miss Chickadee was hoping she would be 
given a part, and Mr. Cardinal was arranging his pretty crest. Miss 
Mocking Bird knew she would be given the lead, as she could sing 
all of the other birds’ songs, and more. 

The great day, which was the first day of spring, arrived. All 
the birds appeared at their best, in the highest branches of Oak Forest. 
The very first thing that the birds did was to have a fuss; they could 
not agree on which opera to give. Miss Mocking Bird insisted it be 


“Carmen,” so she could show how her voice had improved since last 
year, while Mr. Cardinal said that he would not sing a note unless 
he could have the leading part in “William Tell.” In fact, every 
bird wanted to sing a different opera; they simply could not agree. 
The trouble ended when each one decided to sing the airs from the 
opera which he liked the best, for in this way they all could have a 
part. The plan was a great success. 

So in the spring, if you ever wonder what opera the birds are sing- 
ing, just know that it is the one that each bird likes the best. 


POPPY SEED FOR THE WEES 
Mrs. Amanda H. Hassey, 725 E. 15th Street, Portland, Oregon, 
asks us to say that she has poppy seed for the Wees. If you wish to 
grow a poppy bed, write to Mrs. Hassey, using the address given, and 
be sure to inclose a stamped envelope, bearing your own name and 
address. In this envelope she will mail you the seed. 
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Lesson 4, Aprit 24, 1921. 
POVERTY AND WEALTH.—Isaiah 5:8-10; Amos 8:4-7; 
Luke 16:19-25. 

GoLDEN TExT—For where your treasure is, _ will your heart be 
also.—Luke 12:34. 

Once upon a time there was a man who was very rich; he wore only 
the finest of clothes, and lived in a beautiful house. Every day as he passed 
to and fro, he was accosted by a beggar at his gate. Now, this poor man, * 
whose name was Lazarus, was “full of sores,” and was very hungry and 
needy. But the rich man paid no attention to him, for he was interested 
only in his own house, his clothes and rich food. Lazarus pleaded for the 
crumbs which fell from the rich man’s table, but they were denied him. 
Then there came a time when the beggar no longer lay at the rich man’s 
gate, for he had been taken into heaven, where he found everything needful 
for his comfort. The rich man, too, was taken away, and he had to give up 
all his worldly treasures, and be shown his mistake; for the wealth he 
possessed and the fine clothes he wore could not cover up his selfishness. 
It was not because he was rich that he was punished, but because of his 
disregard of his fellow men and their needs. Lazarus means “God his 
help,” and, surely, God was his help, for in the end he received a blessing 
which the rich man could not share, because he could not appreciate it. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell the story in your own words, and explain its meaning. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—God supplies me bounti- 
fully and I willingly share with my neighbor. 


Lesson 5, May 1, 1921. 
BIBLE TEACHING ABOUT EDUCATION.—Deuteronomy 6: 
4-9; Proverbs 3:13-18; Luke 2:40-52. 
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GoLDEN TEXT—Wiéisdom is the principal thing; therefore get wisdom. 
—Proverbs 4:7. 

It is rather difficult to connect the title of today’s lesson with the lesson 
itself, so let us try to get the main points of the lesson, regardless of the title. 
We are advised to get wisdom, but it is the wisdom which comes from God 
and his word, and not the wisdom obtained in colleges and schools. Wis- 
dom is a wonderful thing to have—in fact, you cannot name anything in 
the possession of the richest person in the world, which can compare with the 
value of wisdom. And how can we obtain this wisdom? By thinking 
about it, and praying for it, and claiming it as God’s gift to us. The won- 
derful wisdom of Jesus Christ did not come to him through the schools, nor 
was it through the education he received from his parents, for even they did 
not understand him. It was because he lived so close to God, and asked 
always for the wisdom of God, that it was given him. This wonderful 
wisdom is worth more than gold or silver, and even priceless gems are of 
no value compared with it. Wisdom gives “length of days,” and “riches 


and honor;” and, “Her ways are ways of pleasantness, And all her paths 
are peace.” 


Questions for the Children to Answer 

What is the source of wisdom? Wisdom comes from God. 

How may we obtain it? Through praying for it, and affirming that 
we are one with it. 

Name some of the blessings which wisdom brings. . Long life; riches 
and honor; peace; happiness; health and prosperity. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—I/nfinite wisdom guides me 
and makes plain my way. . 


Lesson 6, May 8, 1921. 
REST AND RECREATION.—Leviticus 23:39-43; Deuteronomy 
5:12-15; Mark 6:31-32. 

GoLDEN TEXT—And the streets of the city shall be full of boys and 
girls, playing in the streets thereof —Zechariah 8:5. 

What an odd golden text our lesson has! But doesn’t it sound good? 
It is hard to imagine anything that has in it more real joy than an oppor- 
tunity for boys and girls to play in the streets. I think this golden text is | 
meant to impress upon our minds that it is God’s intention for us all to be 
joyous and happy. We can always keep our minds “playing in the 
streets,” by keeping them filled with bright, happy, cheery thoughts. This 
will make rosy cheeks and healthy bodies, just as though we were actually 
playing the jolliest games, right out in the streets. But our lesson today is 
about rest as well as recreation, and it speaks particularly of the Sabbath. 
This does not mean that we are to put off all our praying and worshiping 
until Sunday, but it means that we are to remember God every day, and in 
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all things. Then we will have a Sabbath every day. People who learn 
to observe this Sabbath every day, find it very restful and peaceful, and 
everything in their lives moves more smoothly. In this way, every day is 


kept holy. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What were the teachings of Jesus concerning joy? He taught that true 
joy was a large part of religion. 

What effect does joy have upon health? Joy is a better tonic than all 
the medicine in the world. 

Tell in your own words why we should keep the Sabbath every day. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—The joy of the Lord is my 
health and strength. 


Lesson 7, May 16, 1921. 
WORKING WITH OTHERS.—I Corinthians 12:4-27; John 6:1-14. 
GoLpEN TEXT—Ye are the body of Christ—I Corinthians 12:27. 


This is a wonderful lesson for those of us who wonder “what particular 
good we are in this world, anyway.” Haven't you heard people say that? 
It is also a good lesson for those people who feel that they are supremely 
important, and without them everything would stop. We are all equally 
important in God’s plan. Did you ever go into a big factory and see the 
machinery at work? It hums along busily, the large heavy parts working 
harmoniously with the little slender rods and wires. That is just the way 
with our lives, and God has a place for each one of us to fill. We are all 
parts of the body of Christ. Those of us who-are the “feet,” are the ones 
who go about on errands or missions of joy and peace. The “hands” are 
those who are working and giving. The “eyes and ears” are those who see 
and hear the Truth and interpret it for the people. The “mouths” are those 
who speak the Word of God; and so every one has his own work to do, 
and all must work together as smoothly as the machinery in the great 
factory. Then we can turn out perfect work, and God will be well pleased. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What happens when one member of the body of Christ finds fault with 
his place and his work? He throws the other members out of harmony and 
stops the perfectly running machinery. 

How are the “eyes and ears” dependent upon the “feet and hands”? 
Those seeing and hearing the Truth, must carry it forth and give it to the 
people. 

Who has the most important place in God’s plan? No one person: 
we are all equally important. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—‘Take my life and let it 
be consecrated, Lord, to thee.” 
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PRSINGMTIE 
Nisg elt su gsin, 
Ti si prsing, ti si prsing, 
Nad radk ydas fo iwtern ear deend; 
Hte ovicse fo raeth, 
Ulfl fo parerut dan hmtir, 
Ot cowelme eht prsingteim ear debdnel. 


(2) CONUNDRUMS 


1. How much dirt can you get from a hole one foot square and — 
one foot deep? 


2. Why is a good Christian like an electric light? 


SOLUTIONS TO MARCH PUZZLES 
(1) A noise annoys an oyster. 


(2) Nomelon, nolemon. (“O”’). 


SONG OF THE GRASS BLADES 


Peeping, peeping, here and there, 

In the lawns and meadows everywhere, 
Coming up to find the spring, 

And hear the robin redbreast sing; 
Creeping under children’s feet, 
Glancing at the violets sweet, 
Growing into tiny bowers 

Made for the dainty flowers; 

We are small, but think a minute 

Of a world with no grass in it! 


(When Margaret Irene Moody sent this verse in, she asked that 
the Wees write to her but she failed to give her address.) 
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)ERE WE are in April—the month of promise. The 
showers have been busy coaxing the flowers to bloom, 
and making the earth and air all fresh and sweet. 

' Life, I think, is like April. Sometimes there are 
clouds, and sometimes there is sunshine; often the one 
follows the other so quickly as to make one fairly 
dizzy. But clouds do not always mean unhappiness, 
unless we insist upon looking at them in that way. 

Some of the most pleasant days of my life have 
been rainy days, and I am sure, if you will think over bygone days, 
you will discover that the same is true in your own life. 

On sunny days, when we can get out of doors, there are so many 
pleasant things to do, on every hand, that we do not have to use our 
imagination. 

When a long rainy afternoon comes, and we are staying indoors 
(though sometimes it is splendid to dress properly and go for a walk 
in the rain), we need to use our inventive genius and “make up plays 
out of our own selves,” as one small boy expressed it. Our imagina- 
tion, once fairly started, can keep us pleasantly busy for hours at a time. 

One of my favorite rainy day plays, when with my chum, was 
traveling. We would dress ourselves and our dolls for the journey, 
and pack a small valise, and then on chairs arranged as a train we 
would visit every known land—including fairyland. Then, too, on 
such occasions we pictured ourselves just as we wanted to be, with all 
the graces and virtues we most admired. 

That last isn’t a bad thing to do at any time, because the more one 
pictures oneself as one would like to be, the closer one comes to realiz- 
ing that ideal. ! 

What can boys do on rainy days? 

Oh! I’ve played with boys, too, on many a rainy day, and the 
knights of King Arthur’s court have lived again in our attic. 
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A hayloft is a wonderful place in which to spend rainy hours, 
digging caves or playing hide and seek in the hay. 

There is still another way of using the precious rainy day time. 
One needs for this: a big comfy chair near the window—where one 
can look out once in a while at the drops that come pattering 
down—and a book. The stories that one reads at such times seem to 
sink into the mind as the rain sinks into the earth. These tales become 
a part of the pattern—called life—which we are weaving day by day. 

Then there are candy making and story-telling for rainy days. 

When rainy days are so full of possibilities, isn’t it strange that 
people ofttimes have a grouch at them? 

The clouds that come into our lives are just as full of possibilities 
as the rainy days. Suppose the cloud looks like lack of health. You 
may see no possibility in sickness except unpleasantness. But it is an 
opportunity to rest. Perhaps you have been rushing around at such a 
rate that you have not had time to listen to the little voice within. Then 
the cloud comes to stop your mad haste for awhile, and it gives you the 
chance to be still and listen. If you are wise you will rest quietly and 
know that it is an opportunity, instead of a misfortune. Very soon you 
will hear the little voice telling you that you are God’s perfect child, 
and you will be well and happy, and the cloud will disappear from 
your life. 

If a seeming cloud of worry, or diappointment, or lack of any 
sort, comes into your life, then you can use the power and wisdom and 
truth which God has given you, to dispel it. It is only by using these 
forces that one develops oneself. If we had no problems to solve, we 
would have no use for the powers within us; and if we did not use our 

powers, of course they would not develop. 
; Therefore, if we so will it, we can make every cloud help us. Then, 
when we see the sun again, it will shine on a broader, wiser boy or girl. 

Just as April, with its mixture of sunshine and showers, makes for 
growth, so the everyday problems of life help each boy or girl (if he 
or she will accept their aid) to grow into a good, broad, splendid man 
or woman. 


DAYS OF THE MONTH 


Thirty days has September, 
April, June, and November; 

All the rest have thirty-one; 
February twenty-eight alone, 

Save in leap year, at which time 
February’s days are twenty-nine. 


SIR SMILE-UPS 


By Mary BrREwERTON De Witt 

Sir Smile-Ups is a jolly kidlet 
who carries off about half-a-hundred 
thrilling adventures in the land of 
experience—always with his mouth 
curved upward—and, consequently, 
happy results for all concerned. 
Each venture is told in jingly verse 
which delights children. Many full 
page illustrations, with Sir Smile- 
Ups always in the limelight, help to 
create and keep up the interest. 
Our artist is happiest when he is 
making these pictures for the little 
ones. That’s why he does them so 
well. And the author has certainly 
placed herself in that land of make- 
believe where children love to linger. 

Artistic binding, companion volume in size and make-up to 

“Wee Wisdom’s Way;” price, $1.00. 


LOVE'S ROSES 


By Lucy KELLERHOUSE 


This charming story is about a 
little girl named Thelma, who lived 
in the fairyland of Once-upon-a- 
time, ruled over by a_ beautiful 


queen. 

Only under certain 
could any girl visit the queen’s pal- 
ace; and Thelma’s efforts to pre- 
pare herself for this exciting trip 
make the story most interesting, 
especially for girls. 

When you read it, you will be 
able to carry yourself, through your 
imagination, to the 
and there you wi 
. Thelma, the glory of he aaa 

queen’s presence, as she is sur- 
rounded by her retainers, all in white and gold. 
In lovely sea-green paper cover, inclosed in envelope; 25 cts. 
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